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dung and filling our sacks, taking care to reject any that was
still at all damp. By afternoon we were loaded up and on our
way back to camp, cheered by the knowledge that we need not
raid the precious store of paraffin for at least three days. The
dung was found to yield quite a fair heat, smouldering like
peat and surprisingly free from unsavoury smell; but it is rather
difficult to coax it into a good fire and, in default of bellows,
Djun Singh kept up a steady blast from his lungs*

We had prayed that the sun would shine on our efforts to
reconnoitre the approaches to the peak, but mist continued to
harass us all day long, hanging disobligingly round the 20,000
foot level, now tantalizingly lifting a little, now threatening to
ring down the curtain over the whole scene. The party had
agreed to split up, two men going into the main basin, while I
explored a snowy col on a ridge uniting the west flank of the
north peak and a small spur* Nearer portions of the mountain
had already been ruled out. The south peak, which consists of
a long rocky ridge bristling with pinnacles, looked as if it would
offer good sport; but as it was slightly the lower of the two, in-
clination drew us rather towards the north peak, which was of
an entirely different character, a huge rounded white mass,
portions of which looked ominously grey, suggestive of ice and
hours of step-cutting. A great shoulder not easily attainable
in a day indicated a pitch for an upper camp, but the sides
seemed badly exposed to stonefall; even if we had got up that
way it would hardly have been justifiable to have let porters
return down it alone. So we decided to look farther afield.

In the afternoon we foregathered again to compare notes.
Those who had been to the glacier had drawn a blank. They
found no practicable col on the ridge connecting the peaks, as
the basin was walled in by forbidding cliffs of mixed rocks and
ice. I was able to give a better report, however, of the snowy
col on the west side: the approaches were gentle and the ground
was safe till quite close under the col, where there was a lake
of the purest azure and one or two crevasses that had caused
me, as I was alone, to restrain my curiosity to look over the
other side. As to the route up the west flank, it seemed promis-
ing, being all snow without a trace of rock. The only snag was
an icy bulge on the skyline just below the mist, which looked
as if it might either be easily contourable or else might indicate
a row of formidable ice defences: but it was well worth chancing.